62                  THINGS ANCIENT AND MODERN

Among our occasional visitors was W. P. Ker,
who embodied in himself as much as anyone could
of the spirit of the college. I shall not presume to
praise his genius or his erudition, but I may perhaps
be allowed to quote a verse which (though he did not
tell me so) I have always believed him to have written
himself:

Had I met you, sweet poet Burns,

Though water were our only drink,

May God forgive me, but I think

We should have laughed and quaffed by turns;

And questioning, low whispering cares

Had found no place in either pate,

Until I asked you (rather late)

" Is there a handrail to the stairs? "*

On great occasions of course there were large
gatherings, and those who heard Trench render
"The Wearin' of the Green/' or "Who Fears to
Speak of 98? ", or the present Archbishop of Canter-
bury sing "Come back to us, Charlie, the king
of us a',"3 were left wondering at the perennial
mystery why the rebels have all the best tunes. I
was privileged to take part in the ceremony per-
formed every hundred years when the Fellows of the
College with lighted tapers search for a Mallard on
the roofs, and can well believe the legend that a
drunken member of Brasenose, seeing the ceremony

11 have since learnt that these lines were in fact written by
Landor, and that my version is not quite accurate. I owe a double
apology to the shade of W.PJL

2 Not, as a newspaper extract made me suggest, the King of